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Reality of Christ 
Lost To Our Youth 


By Catherine de Hueck 


Next to Russia and the atom bomb, youth makes 
the biggest headlines in these our strange twilight 
days between two wars. And why not? What is more 
important than youth? Especially in a world which 
they gave their lives to bring peace to? They died— 
and already the shadow of another war lies across 
their upturned faces. 

No wonder that newspapers, radios, and even 
movies feature stories of youth. Nor that the clergy, 
teachers, parents, and a hundred social agencies 
worry so much about youth. 

Christ’s question to St. Peter at the gates of Rome, 
re-echoes through the land—QUO VADIS? WHERE 
ARE YOU GOING? 

Among Catholics there is a stirring, an awaken- 
ing of responsibility to their own young people. The 
remedies suggested by the Popes since 1930 are at last 
beginning to come into their own. Catholic Action, 
especially Catholic Action for and by Catholic youth 
is discussed everywhere. And here and there it is 
being tried. 

But as yet there is little clarity on the matter. 
Though the Popes’ definitions of Catholic Action are 
clear, somehow their adaptation in the United States 
and Canada are confused. There is no unity of 
directives, or of action. This unity undoubtedly will 
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come, as more experience is 
gained, and the excellent 
leadership of some groups 
widens and becomes better 
known. 

Until that time, let us 
bring to youth God’s own 
remedy—which is not only 
efficacious for the salvation 
of souls .. . in fact without 
it we can’t save our own 
souls ... but vitally needed 
as a foundation for any form 
of Catholic Action to come. 
By this, we mean THE 
SEVEN CORPORAL AND 
SPIRITUAL WORKS OF 
MERCY. 

What Can Youth Do? 

More than any other one 
class, the students of our 
Catholic high schools and 
universities have lost con- 
tact with the reality of 
Christ. Burdened with an 
ever-increasing program of 
academic learning, subject 
to the mania for speed, avid 
for amusement... no longer 
found within himself nor in 
the bosom of the family, but 
outside, in a mad whirlwind 
of games, dances, and dates 
— and often compelled by 
the restricted income of his 
family to seek part-time em- 
ployment, Catholic youth 
has little time for his neigh- 
bor. 

The lessons of Charity be- 
come mere theoretical state- 
ments learned by heart with 
catechetical answers, or they 
are confined to class collect- 
ions of money; literature, and 
holy pictures to be sent to 
unknown western or foreign 
missions . .. giving no actual, 
personal contact with need 
and poverty. 

Let us survey the field of 
opportunities that would 
bring the student a contin- 
uous realization of God’s law 
of love of our neighbor, with 
a humble recognition of the 
fact that this is the standard 
of His judgment of us all: 
that to neglect this primary 
source of grace is to jeopar- 





dize eternal life. 
A Few Suggestions 
What can a Catholic Stud- 
ent do to participate in 
the fullness of Christ’s life 
in His Mystical Body, the 
Church? 
Instruct the Ignorant: 

1. Teach Sunday School to 

smaller children in the 
parish church. 
. 2. Organize study clubs — 
prepare yourself and others 
to become leaders in colleges, 
parishes, or private homes. 

3. Offer your services to 
Catholic parishes, clubs, and 
settlement houses for group- 
work with less fortunate 
children. 

4. Become leaders in the 
Girl and Boy Scout organi- 
zations—there is a real need 
there. 

5. Take full part in all 
young people’s organizations 
and activities (especially cul- 
tural) in your own parish. 

6. Become an active apostle 
of the written Catholic word: 

(a) Secure subscriptions to 
Catholic papers. 

(b) Take charge of Ca- 
tholic Truth racks in your 
parish, 

(c) Sell Catholic papers at 
the church door. 

(d) Distribute Catholic lit- 
erature at factories, Com- 
munist meetings, etc. 

(e) Sponsor, participate in, 
and spread Catholic journal- 
ism. . 

7. Organize debates and 
lectures on vital Catholic 
s‘tbjects of the day. 

8. Read, study and prepare 
yourself to be able to answer 
the questions of the moment. 

9. Organize, under hier- 
archial direction, training 
centers for Evidence Guild 
work. 

10. Visit, with your super- 
ior’s permission, Communist 
clubs and centers, defending 
your faith there. 

Counsel the Doubtful: 

Here the motto should be, 





Credit Side 


(By W. C. Dwyer) 


My knees trembled as I 
read the letter. When I came 
to the last paragraph I sat 
down abruptly ona snow 
bank, outside the Post Office. 
I have often been surprised 
in my life, but this was the 
first time I was ever really 
bowled over. A very wealthy 
bachelor was flying to me 
for advice! The letter was 
most unusual, but the re- 
quest with which it con- 
cluded was a “dilly”... He 
signed his name then added 
a postscript, to the effect 
that he would arrive on... 

After my agitation had 
subsided somewhat, I said to 
myself that it was all very 
exciting and flattering but 
the sensible thing to do, was 
to wire the man that the 
emergency landing field sit- 
uated three miles from here 
could not be used in | the 
wintertime and the road 
leading to it was blocked en- 
tirely. Then I could proceed 
to forget the whole affair. 

I took another look at the 
letter and finished reading 


the postscript . . . Good gra-|P 


cious! The date he was to 
arrive was that very day! I 
raced to my car but stopped 
abruptly with my hand on 
the door. 
High over the surrounding 
hills sounded the metallic 
drone of an airplane. I drove 
quickly to the presbytery. 
The plane came down to 
circle the village. It spotted 
the church. It banked, and 
ringed the steeple three 
times. I waved my black hat 
frantically trying to tell the 
pilot to follow my car. The 
signals registered. The wings 
of the plane flapped ac- 
knowledgment. a 
(Continued on Page Three) 


Heart Attack Makes 
Writer a Squaw-Man 


By Eddie Doherty 


_ A few weeks ago I taxied to Pembroke, seventy 
miles away. Last night I returned with a souvenir of 
my visit, a strange new word—infarction. 


I encountered that three-syllable baby while lying . 
quietly in a nice white cot in the Pembroke General 
Hospital—a nurse bringing me in a tray, and a little 
school girl mopping the floor of the room. 

Naturally I thought it was a typographicaf’error. 
Maybe the doctor who used the word meant “infrac- 
tion.” Maybe he meant “infection.” Maybe he meant 
simply “in fact.” 

But he repeated the word, lower down in his 
letter. So I got a medical dictionary and looked it up. 
Infarction. There was such a word, all right, and I was 
infarcted. I farctually was. 


It began with an excruciating pain, the arrival 
of a doctor, a hypo, and the long ride through a very 
cold night to the Pembroke Hospital. This led to vari- 
ous examinations, tests, punctures, and treatments, 
and to an electrocardiogram. The doctor who studied 
the electrocardiogram made me a present of the word 
Infarction. 

The Definition 

“Formation of an infarct,” the dictionary says. 
wee of a canal or passage, esp. by engorge- 
ment.” 


Dr. J. B. Galligan, the 
heart specialist at the hos- 
pital made its meaning a 
little clearer. 

“An infarction,” he said, 
“is a thrombosis. You have 
a coronary thrombosis. There 
is a saying that this might 
mean twenty minutes more 
to live—or it might mean 
twenty years. 

“In your case—your heart 
sounds perfect under the 
stethoscope, and you have 
the pulse of a healthy baby 
I’d say it might mean twenty 
years. And that’s long 
enough for any man to live. 
But you’ll have to take life 
easy for a time. You must 
rest for at least three 
months. Breakfast in bed. 
No physical work. Be a 
squaw-man. No smoking, but 
you can drink whiskey if you 
wish. It will be good for you 
-—if you take it in modera- 
tion.” 

The Pity Of It 

“Infarcted Eddie” they call 
me now. Poor devil! Lying in 
bed late in the morning. 
Drinking that nasty alcohol. 
Letting his poor wife wait on 
him day and night—and you 
know how he hates to see 
her work! 

Infarcted. A minor artery 
leading to the heart is stop- 
ed up. It has quit supplying 
‘blood to the old pump. It has 
damaged the circulation. 

It will heal, in time. The 
circulation will be adjusted. 
(I wish the circulation of 
Restoration would adjust as 
easily. Let’s have no infarc- 
tion, there, please.) 

Medical books say a guy 
can live a long time with a 
coronary thrombosis. One 
fellow lived for forty years 
after he was first stricken. 
He died at the age of eighty. 

Do Not Worry 

Well, there is no telling, 
of course, how long I can get 
by with this infarcted heart. 
But it is nothing for anybody 





to worry about. There's no 


telling how long anyone of 
us may live, even with the 
best of hearts. It isn’t hard 
tc live in the shadow of 
death—rather, it is a good 
thing so to live. For, while 
the shadow is there you live 
in the knowledge that life is 
brief and eternity is just 
around the corner. 

An infarcted heart may 
shorten a man’s life—but it 
cin bring heaven closer to 
him here on earth—and it 
can give him a clearer idea 
of the value and the beauty 
of life than he has ever 
known before. It can height- 
en his appreciation of time, 
of work, of comforts, of 
friends, and of love. And, if 
he lets it, it can bring him 
a serenity undreamed of in 
his ‘hustling, thoughtless, 
wasted years. 

After, all, a man lives to 
die. And dies to live forever. 


PRAYER OF A YOUNG 
CATHOLIC WORKER 


Lord Jesus, I offer Thee 
this day all my work, my 
hopes and struggles, my joys 
and sorrows. 

Grant me and all my fel- 
low workers the grace to 
think like Thee, to work with 
Thee, to live in Thee. 

Make me able to love Thee 
with all my heart and serve 
Thee with all my strength. 

Thy Kingdom come in all 
our factories, workshops, 
offices, and in all our homes. 

May those of us who today 
may be in danger of sin. re- 
main in Thy grace and may 
those who have died on 
labor’s battlefield, rest in 
peace. 

Sacred Heart of Jesus, bless the 
Young Christian Workers, 

Sacred Heart of Jesus, sanctify 
the Young Christian Workers, 

Sacred Heart of Jesus, Thy 
Kingdom come through the Young 








Christian Workers. ; 
Queen of Apostles, pray for us. 
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Where Love Is, God Is 


An old priest whose name has not even been 
preserved died. Amongst his papers was found an 
ordinary card on which was written in the bold hand 
of youth—“EVERY TIME I LOOK AT ME, I SEEM 
TO SEE ONLY ME. PLEASE, LORD, KICK ME OUT 
OF ME, SO THAT YOU MAY FIND SOME ROOM 
FOR YOU IN ME.”—The people who were sorting 
his papers remarked that indeed these few sentences 
summed up the whole life of the gentle father. He 
had«permitted the Lord to take full possession of him 
... HE HAD BECOME SELFLESS. 


Selflessness. That is the key-word for the res- 
toration of the world to Christ, and the establishment 
of His Kingdom right here on ear’h. It is part of the 
new law of that Kingdom, which He gives us Himself 
in a few simple words—BLESSED ARE THE MEEK 
FOR THEY SHALL POSSESS THE LAND. 


This second Beatitude is closely related to the 
first, which we discussed in the last issue. For to be 
poor in spirit is a passive state, yet it also means to 
be full of Christ. And to be full of Christ means also 
to be active-working with Him, by Him, for Him. 


Therefore this second’ Beatitude opens a large 
field of work before us. Nothing less than the whole 
world to win for Christ! And it is the meek, the gentle, 
the kind, who are going to do it. But we cannot be 
any of these until we are SELFLESS . . . for how can 
I be kind to others until I have put selfishness away? 


Let us then NOW, TO-DAY, AT ONCE, begin 
on this eviction of self from self, so as to make room 
for Christ. For there is so little time! Behold the 
armies of the prince of darkness, with their well 
trained, serried ranks are even now facing us, encom- 
passing us. And yet, should be begin to-day to arm 
ourselves with the weapons of meekness, kindness and 
gentlesness, and wield them. with the hands of love, we 
will conquer. Nothing and no one can resist them. 
Like God from whom they stem, they are terrible in 
their might. And the fruit of their victory is the King- 
dom of God and His peace, that no one can take 
away from us. : 


How simple are the remedies of Christ to the 
ills of all societies, at all times ... And how strange 
that men refuse to try them. Restlessly they seek 
answers everywhere, even while these stand without 
their very doors and patiently, like Christ Himself, 
wait to be admitted. 


If only fora moment we stilled our minds, 
hearts, and souls to listen to God’s voice, to open the 
doors of our hearts and let Him in, how quickly would 
our fears be allayed and our questions answered! But 
we have lost the art of being silent. We are children 
of many noises. The cities sing us to sleep. The radios 
drug us into forgetfulness. The movies take us into the 
never-never land . . . If we are not busy about our 
duties, we cannot sit still and must be forever some- 
where, somehow on the go—to forget the fears, the 
doubts, that won’t let us be. 


That is why God and the things of God are so 
far from us. That is why the armies of the prince of 
darkness grow and multiply . . . Yet there is still time 
TO LEARN OF CHRIST—FOR HE IS MEEK ... and 
learning, bring back unto this parched earth His 
Kingdom, which is the Kingdom of peace and love. 


LET US START NOW ... WHILE THERE IS 
STILL TIME . .. LET US READ AGAIN AND AGAIN 
THE SECOND BEATITUDE, AND MEDITATE ON IT 
IN SILENCE... AND THEN GO FORTH IN MEEK- 
NESS, KINDNESS AND GENTLENESS TO RESTORE 
THE WORLD TO CHRIST, AND OURSELVES WITH 


IT. 




















Years and years ago, as 
long ago,as 1940—how swift- 
ly the modern world moves! 
—I received a letter from a 
young lady who had been 
for fourteen years in a 
tuberculosis sanitarium. 

I had written a serial for 
Liberty magazine — “News- 
paperman,” which became 
“Gall and Honey” when it 
was published as a book —- 
and the consumptive patient 
wanted to know why I said 
this and that. 

She described herself as 
lying on her back, on a cold 
and wind-swept porch of the 
sanitarium at Ninette, Can- 
ada, writing with thick 
gloves on her hands, and 
holding the pad of paper 
directly over her face. She 
mentioned that she had no 
hope of leaving the sanitar- 
ium alive. She had had a 
number of operations. She 
had not long to live, she 
feared. . 

I had become more or less 
‘well acquainted, at that time, 
with a marvelous doctor. He 
died more than 300 years ago 
in Lima, Peru; but, so far 
as I am concerned, he is still 
alive, and_ busy helping 
people in trouble. I refer, of 
course, to Blessed Martin de 
Porres, the Negro lay brother 
at the Dominican convent in 
Lima. 

A story about Blessed Mar- 
tin went to the girl who be- 
lievedsshe was dying of TB; 
and the assurance that, if 
she presented her case to 
this mysterious and wonder- 
ful healer, she would come 
out of the sanitarium com- 
pletely cured. 


That was too much for her 
to believe, naturally. But, 
inasmuch as she had. every- 
thing to gain and nothing 
to lose, she decided ta talk 
things over with Blessed 
Martin. 


Bl. Martin de Porres 


plants apple trees 
on a barren hill 


And Then, Of Course 


Sometime later she wrote 
me a dramatic letter about 
passing her first sputum 
test—to the amazement and 
absolute incredulity of the 
doctors. They forced her to 
take the test again; and 
again she passed it. 


She left the place, event- 
ually, cured. She has since 
become married; and she and 
her husband live in Kimber- 
ley, British Columbia. And 
she has written me another 
letter; some of which is well 
worth reading./ 

“As you know,” she says, 
“T have given Blessed. Martin 
medals to very few peorle. 
But those few have all made 
a complete recovery from 
T.B., and are now living a 
comp lev normal life. And I 
am being looked upon as the 





giver of miracleS. I am em- 


FIVE ACRE MEDITATIONS 


by Eddie Doherty 














barrassed. No kidding. . 

“The people to whom I 
gave the medals are all 
Protestants.” 

This is just in passing, as 
you notice. People close to 
Martin are like that. He does 
so many things that seem 
miraculous one gets over 
being excited, comes to ex- 
pect miracles as a matter of 
course. 

Story of a Snore 

My correspondent, for in- 
stance, goes on to tell me a 
little story about two girls, 
sisters. One of them, Rose, is 
to be married on the follow- 
ing day. The bridegroom-to- 
be, and his best man—who 
have come a long way for 
the wedding—are sleeping in 
a room across the hall, The 
girls are unable to sleep, be- 
cause of the excitement over 
the wedding. They hear 
someone snoring dreadfully, 
in the room across the hall. 
Is it the man Rose is to 
marry, or is it the other 
man? 

“Both giggled,” she writes, 
“but as the dawn crept°on 
and the snoring continued 
Rose said, ‘Wouldn’t it be 
awful if that’s Al and he’s 
going to keep me awake 
every night’?” 

Poor Rose. She got up, tip- 
toed across the hall, opened 
the door, and saw for her- 
self. It was the best man who 
was snoring. She went back 
to bed rejoicing. But, says 
the letter— 

“On her honeymoon, to 
her horror, her husband’s 
snores practically shook the 
walls.” 

Maybe He Can 

Now, let me add, I don’t 
know that Martin can keep 
a man from snoring so that 
he shakes the walls; though 
he has been known to 
oblige a lady in other 
ways. But I think if the 
bride would ask Martin 


to do his stuff, he would 


be only to glad to. 


It all sounds silly, 
doesn’t it; this talk of 
curing advanced cases 
of © tuberculosis, stop- 
ping snores, etc., etc.? 
Yet it isn’t silly to the 
sufferers. | 


_ It may not be com- 
mon sense to believe in 
the super-natural pow- 
ers of a man who died 
‘three hundred years 
ago. No. But it is faith. 
And faith, we have been 
told, can move moun- 
tains. 

The point is that the closer 
you get to Blessed Martin, or 
to any saint, or to the queen 
of saints, the closer you get 
to Almighty God. And God’s 
power isn’t limited by com- 
mon sense, nor by anything 
else. 

Not every favor you ask of 
Martin, or anyone else in 
heaven, will be granted. But 
there’s no sense in not ask- 
ing for what you want, what 
you need, or what you would 
like for someone near and 
dear to you. If the answer 
is. no, at least you’ve lost 
nothing by the asking. 

Blessed Martin, we need 
many more subscribers for 
RESTORATION. How about 
it? : 


;’ 
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The B’s Corner 


Man proposes, and God 
disposes... An old, true, and 
tried proverb, which I should 
have remembered when I 
wrote February’s column... 
For I assured you that from 
now on...sohelp us... you 
will be getting your Restor- 
ation issues ON TIME. 

What happened? February 
28th when we were busy on 
getting this March issue 
ready, Eddie got sick and 
had to be rushed to the Pem- 
broke General Hospital, via 
the local taxi whose driver is 
the best, gentlest and most 
careful driver I ever met. But 
seventy miles on a_ winter 
road are seventy miles, and 
for a sick guy they all count. 

However we got there safe- 
ly, and tucked Eddie in a 
comfortable bed. I stayed 
with him until all danger 
was passed, then came home 
by train, to mail your Febru- 
ary_issue. Do forgive us for 
its lateness. 

The trouble with this baby 
Friendship House in Comber- 
mere, is that we are short 
handed. There are just three 
of us to do all the work. We 
could use help. If any young 
girl or man feels called to a 
rural apostolate in Canada, 
Friendship House style, do 
write to me. Please. 

And to finish with news 
items, did I tell you that 
Eddie wrote my biography? 
I am willing to bet that this 
does not happen to every- 
body, and if I had had any- 
thing to say it would not 
have happened to me either. 
For who wants to have her 
biography published before 
her death? I ask you? 

Were it not for an Arch- 
bishop and a very holy priest, 
it would not have been pub- 
lished. But what can a girl 
do when two such venerable 
and holy men tell her that 
the story of her life may help 
others to engage in the Lay 
Apostolate? So it will be out 
this Fall. TUMBLEWEED is 
its title. The Bruce Pub. Co. 
of Milwaukee is the pub- 
lisher. 

Did I tell you that we have 
set our hearts on A THOUS- 
AND SUBSCRIPTIONS TO: 
RESTORATION before May’ 
lst, 1948? Well, we have... 
and may I hope that you 
will help us to reach that 
goal. His Excellency’s letter, 
printed in the last issue, 
made us so very happy, and 
hopeful. It was such a joy to 
read that he recommends 
our Little Paper to all the 
priests, religious and lay 
folks of His diocese. So please 
HELP US TO REACH THAT 
GOAL OF A THOUSAND 
SUBSCRIPTIONS. Get us a 
few each. Thank you! 

We were talking of mar- 
riage, being engaged, and 
how to bring God into our 
lives. I thought it would be 
a good idea to give as a post- 
script to these ideas a small 
list of good books. This may 
help to clarify further this 
important matter. 

SO YOU WANT TO GET 
MARRIED, Dorothy Fremont 
Grant, Bruce, $2.50. THIS 
IS MARRIAGE, (a pamph- 
let), Grailville, Loveland, 
Ohio, 25c. LAWS OF LIFE, 
Halliday, Sutherland, Sheed 
& Ward, $2.00. THE ART 
OF HAPPY MARRIAGE, 
Magner, Bruce, $2.75. LIT- 
URGY ‘AND PERSONALITY, 
Dietrich Von Hildebrand, 
Longmans Green, $2.00 
THE LITURGY OF THE 
MASS, Dr. Parsch, Her- 
der ‘Book Co., $2.50. CHRIS- 
TIAN LIFE AND WORSHIP, 


Fr. Ellard, Bruce, $3.00. 
(Continued on Page Four) 
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Mrs. F. D. Roosevelt has 
a wonderful title for her 
column—MY DAY—I won- 
der if she will object if I use 
it just this once? I hope not 
—for I am goinz to, on ac- 
count of the many letters 
that I receive asking me a- 
bout my day, and how I 
spend it, and what I do with 
all its many hours. 


Truly I feel flattered. So 
here goes. I get up at 6 a.m. 
or a little earlier maybe, now 
and then. So I am in-time to 
see the beautiful sunrises 
that gladden almost daily 
this beautiful spot of Can- 
ada. It is cold, downstairs I 
mean, so I hustle and make 
a fire, first in the kitchen 
range, then in the fireplace. 
Eddie in due time (he gets 

-up much later) will attend 
to the big furnace. While 
breakfast gets ready, I clean 
and tidy the downstairs, 
then go to Mass, if we have 
one, and come back full of 
energy and hunger. Break- 
fast over, I start the dinner, 
and rush upstairs to clean 
and tidy it up. When Flewy, 
my co-worker is here, we 
share these chores. Usually 
by ten I am ready for the 
day’s real work. Each day 
has its own special tasks. 

_ Monday is wash day. I 
have a medal of Blessed Mar- 
tin in my washing machine, 
because it is run by gasoline, 
and the motor is often very 
hard to start, so Martin 
helps. Tuesday is bread-bak- 
ing day, Wednesday ironing 
day, Thursday dictating let- 
ters, Friday baking day (pies, 
cakes, etc., for Sunday) and 
Saturday is scrubbing day, 
yes and also bath and sham- 
poo day. Hot water is at a 
premium in the country. 


Of course that is the broad 
schedule, for the mornings. 
The afternoons have one all 
their own. Mostly it is office 
work, and letter and article 
writing, also trying to 
squeeze in the writing of my 
third book — MY RUSSIAN 
YESTERDAYS. But it will 
be a major miracle if I ever 
finish that one! Then there 
are the works of the aposto- 
late itself. Every third Wed- 
nesday the first three grades 
of Catholic and Public 
schools kids come for a story 
and game hour, after which 
cookies and cocoa are served. 
Every Tuesday (recently), 
we have the young folks in 
for*a game of Monopoly, or 
what have you? And we hope, 
after Lent, to have a dance 
or two, here for them. The 
living room is large enough 
for that. 


By Catherine Doherty 
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Everyday is clothing-room 
day. For folks hereabouts are 
always glad to get the good 
clothing our many benefact- 
ors send from all over Can- 
ada and the U.S.A. (We al- 
ways are in need of more.) 
They have large families, 
but not too large incomes. 
We have the clothing neatly 
sorted and hung in our 
roomy basement, and all in 
need are welcome all day, 
everyday. 

Every Wednesday, and 
confidentially any day in be- 
tween, the kids come for 
books, for we have a Child- 
ren’s Library, opened to all 
the young people of the 
countryside free of charge. 
Whenever, Flewy or I have 
a spare moment we _ work 
feverishly at the cataloguing 
of the 2000 books in the 
Catholic Adult Library, 
which we plan to open soon. 

I won’t even mention the 
hit and miss work that goes 
into preparing a handicraft 
centre, which we hope also 
to open some day soon. Nor 
the new women’s club that 
is in the making. But truly 
we manage to give both 
some of our almost non- 
existent time. Nor shall I go 
into the details of writing, 
proof reading and publishing 
the paper you read. I will 
just mention that it too 
takes time, as does the en- 
tering of subscriptions, and 
the keeping of account 
books. 

And now with Spring a- 
round the corner, there will 
be the garden to start, the 
pig, the hens and the bees 
to acquire, and look after. 

Did anyone ask me how I 
spend MY DAY? Well friend, 
as you see, I work. Joyfully, 
gladly, because it is all for 
God and my fellow men. But 
if you know of anyone who 
wants to come and share 
this life of hard work, of joy, 
and fun... tell them to 
write to me. We could do with 
several more young folks a- 
round here. That we could 
—easily. 
.Oh yes, I almost forgot 
the most important thing— 
Prayer. We recite Prime and 
Compline—the morning and 
evening prayers of the 
Church, and do a wee bit of 
meditating, and a visit to 
the Blessed Sacrament now 
and then... And we say the 


Rosary. 

I hope Mrs. F. D. Roosevelt 
did not mind my borrowing 
her column title. I am now 
done with it... she can have 
it back. 








me to love Thee with all 
with all my strength. 


the refreshment of Thy 


in peace. Amen. 





The Workers’ Prayer 


Lord Jesus, I offer Thee this day all my work, 
my hope and strugles, my. joys and sorrows. Grant 
to me and all my fellow-workers the grace to think 

’ like Thee, to work with Thee, to live in Thee. Help 


Lord Jesus, Carpenter of Nazareth, You were a 
worker as I am; give to me and all the workers of 
the world the privilege to work as You did, so that 
everything we do may be to the benefit of our fellow 
men and the greater glory of God.. Thy kingdom 
come into our offices, factories and shops, into our 
home and into our streets. Give us this day a living 
wage, so that we may be better able to keep Thy 
law. May we earn it without envy or injustice. To 
us who labor and are heavily burdened send speedily 


against Thee. Show us Thy way to work, and when 
it is done, may we with all our fellow-workers rest 


my heart and serve Thee 


love. May we never sin 














REALITY OF CHRIST LOST 


’ (Continued from Page One) 


“Be Prepared.” It is astound- 
ing how many graduates— 
and often undergraduates, 
too—of our Catholic schools 
and colleges lose their faith. 
Be wide-awake to seek them 
out and help them before it 
is too late. Often your word 
and example will go much 
further with these weak, 
doubtful souls than that of 
an adult authority. Look out 
for similar opportunities in 
your daily outside contacts. 
Go far afield and seek out 
those who are being won 
over by subversive propa- 
ganda—thousands of them 
are around you. 
Comfort the Sorrowful and 
Admonish the Sinners: | 
Go out in the highways 
and byways of life and seek 
those of your own age who 
are in sin or sorrow. Juvenile 
court work, and Big Sister 
and. Brother work,-offer un- 
limited opportunities. These 
organizations are clamoring 
loudly for help, and would 
welcome your interest in 
their many charges. La 





Jeunesse Etudiente Catho-' 


lique (Catholic Student 

Youth) and La Jeunesse 

Ouvriere Catholique (Catho- 

lice Working Youth), the 

J.E.C., and the J.O.C., as 

they are known familiarly in 

France, Belgium, and French 

Canada, have made this one 

of their main works of mercy. 

They wait daily at the Juve- 

nile Court to meet, encour- 

age, and help the lost and 
bewildered youngsters who 
pass those portals. They in- 
vite them to their homes and 
meetings, or visit them, 
showing a friendship and 
interest, that often goes fur- 
ther and faster to redeem 

than anything else. Thus a 

vast field of individual and 

collective activity opens be- 
fore the Catholic student on 
these lines. 

To Bear Wrongs Patiently, 
to Pray for the Living and 
the Dead, to Forgive all 
Injuries: 

In other words, to save 
your own soul—our primary 
duty at all times—through 
personal sanctification, the 
center and primary energy of 
which is the Blessed Sacra- 
ment. This touches the very 
heart strings of Catholic 
Action. Here is the source of 
all activity — without it all 
all efforts are naught. 

Food and Cheer 


To Feed the Hungry: 

1. Go to your parish priest 
and ask for a family with 
children of your own age or 
younger. Undertake to pro- 
vide for them personally, or 
in a class group, the things 
that neither city or federa- 
tion can provide: eggs, fruit, 
tonics, etc. ; 

2. Never allow a beggar to 
leave your home without 
food and a cheery word. 

3. Organize showers of 








canned goods, groceries, etc., 
to help your parish charit- 
éble societies. 

Clothe the Naked: 

5. Take full part in all 
young people’s organizations 

1. Organize units to collect 
old clothes for the Catholic 
Welfare Settlement House, 
etc. 

2. Knit and sew baby and 
children’s clothing. 

3. Help to provide clothing 
for your “own” poor fam- 
ilies. 

Give Drink to the Thirsty: 

1. Organize milk units to 
supplement milk that little 
children, invalids, and other 
people receive from relief 
organizations. 

2. Organize units to pro- 
vide tonics for them. 

Visit the Captive and Ran- 
som Him: 

1. Your juvenile work will 
provide you with opportuni- 
ties to visit the detention 
homes in the city. By making 
special arrangements with 
their heads, or with the 
Catholic Big Brother organi- 
zations, you can volunteer 
your services in taking one 
or two boys detained over 


Sunday to Mass, and teach- 
ing the rest Sunday School 
lessons. * 

2. Ransoming is out of 
fashion now, taken literally. 
But it has a wider and deep- 
er meaning. We can still 
ransom souls caught and 
held prisoner by pagan and 
materialistic | philosophies, 
and atheistic teachings. This 
can be done by our sacrifices 
and prayers. 

Be Hospitable 
Harbor the Harborless: 

This is harder ‘for you for, 
as yet, you have no home of 
your own to offer. But ac- 
quaint yourself with the 
substitutes provided, (alas! 
that we should need so 
many), and see that each one 
approaching you for shelter 
is directed correctly to it. In 
the meantime, meditate up- 
on the great responsibility 
of Christian hospitality; re- 
member that ,the poor are 
the least ambassadors of 
God—nay, other Christs and, 
as such, are entitled to the 
best hospitality of your own 
home. 

Visit the Sick: 

Visit invalids, shut-ins. 
The incurable’ children’s 
wards are ready to welcome 
you, A friend of mine or- 
organized ja corespondence 
between young invalids, in- 
curables, patients at T.B. 
Santoria, and young, heal- 
thy people of the outside 
world. The ‘joy of the young 
invalids in that town knew 
no bounds. A letter, you 
know, is like a visit from a 
dear friend. A visit is still 
better. Volunteer to take in- 
valids to Mass, or on an 
outing. — : 

Bury the Dead: — 

Keep in touch with your 
apie the St. Vincent de 

aul Society, or a Catholic 





funeral parlor. Ask to be 
notified when a poor, lonely 
soul dies. Assist at the funer- 
al Mass. Have a Mass said 
for the soul. Recite the Ros- 
ary for it. You will be sur- 
prised to find how many a 
person has no one to mourn 
him, or to pray for his soul. 
This outline is short and 
incomplete. It is merely an 
attempt to suggest a few 
possibilities to our Catholic 
student body. If practiced, 
these works of mercy would 
go a long way to counteract 
pagan materialism and athe- 
ism—our modern enemies. 
Words are powerful, but 
actions are mightier than 
many words. If we practice 
the works of mercy, our 
enemies will be compelled, 
like the pagans of old, to say, 
“Look at these Christians— 
how they love one another.” 
It is well to remember also, 
that on the practice of these 
works, depends the very fate 
of our own soul as well as 
those of countless others. 
What will Christ say to 
us? “Stay with Me, ye bless- 
ed!” or “Begone; I know ye 


INS 





ON THE CREDIT SIDE 


(Continued from Page One) 
Deep In The Bush 

I drove outside the village 
to a point where the high- 
way is a hundred feet wide, 
straight for a mile, level, and 
iree from telephone wires. 
The pilot landed his plane. 
We held our conference in 
the privacy and quiet of the 
wilderness. Not even a car 
came to disturb us. 

I have visited the man 
since in his home and can 
vouch for everything I am 
now going to say. 

He is six feet tall and 
weighs one hundred and 
ninety pounds. His age is 
thirty-nine and he ‘is un- 
married. There is no silver 
in his heavy brown hair. He 
looks about thirty, and is 
quite easy on the eyes. 

A good classical education 
was given to him and he 
merited the privilege of 
placing the letters B.A. after 
his name. He is a licensed 
pilot. He saw service over- 
seas and came home without 
a scratch. Flying is not a 
hobby with him, but he uses 
that method of travel, when 
he deems it necessary. On the 
200 acre farm where he lives 
there is a newly constructed 
landing strip, and a small 
hangar housing a modern 
twin-seater cabin plane—his 
own. 

He was an only child. His 
parents are dead. There are 
no immediate relatives. His 
home is quite modern with 
all conveniences. There is a 
housekeeper who has served 
the family for many years. 
A hired man lives just across 





the road. 
(Continued on Page Four) 
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ON THE CREDIT SIDE 


(Continued from Page Three) 
Shall He Marry? 

Michael Kase (I am not 
at liberty to give his right 
name) is an_ industrious 
man and quite proficient in 
the operation of all kinds of 
machinery needed on his 
up-to-date farm. His father 
left him this farm along with 
one half million dollars in 
cold cash in the bank. It 
seems that Michael’s father, 
when he came from the Old 
Country as a young man, 
brought with him a consider- 
able amount of money. He 
added to this in a long and 
prosperous life. The son re- 
ceived all this together with 
an up-bringing too rarely 
found today. 

The young man did not 
marry or leave home while 
his parents lived. He sacri- 
ficed his ambitions so as to 
be with these parents in their 
old age. When they died, one 
before the war and one after 
it started, Michael put his 
farm in competent hands 
and joined the Colors. 

Now he is faced with the 
problem of deciding - his 
future. 

First of all, he is worried 
over this half-million dollar 
boodle he possesses. He 
sometimes wishes that he did 
not have it. What is he go- 
ing to do with it? Should he 
part with it, and where will 
it do the most good? 

He thinks it would be the 
essence of selfishness and 
even folly to attempt to re- 
main on the farm as an un- 
married man. The same farm 
could support several large 
families*in comfort. He feels 
like breaking up his holdings 
into sections and selling 
them to large families. 

Longs For Love 

Michael likes the company 
of young people. He is fond 
of dancing, music and en- 
tertainment, but refuses to 
indulge in the national pas- 
time of the day—intoxicants. 
He never had a steady girl- 
friend. He does not know any 
one in his neighborhood who 
would be interested in a life 
yartnership with a Catholic 
armer who longs for love, 
home, and children. 

He mentioned a few other 
avenues that might be open 
to him. One was the priest- 
hood. This of course would 
entail surrendering all his 
possessions. 

When I give my advice to 
this sincere young man I 
want to be certain that I 
have explored every angle of 
the case. 

Have you any suggestion 
to offer? I promise to give 
your solution every consider- 
ation. As a test of your sin- 
cerity your name must be on 
the subscription list of this 


paper. 
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The evening was warm. Through 
the open window the sound of 
the latest song hit could be heard, 
the French words melodious and 
distinct, blending now and then 
with the clanging of a streetcar 
and the honking of motor horns. 
Once in a while laughter, young 
and joyous, would cut in om the 
song, a fitting background for it. 

But in the large airy room of 


the immense J.0O.C. building, 
everyone was serious. For the 


members of this wonderful Ca- 
tholic organization, young people 
in their teens, are serious about 
the business of restoring the world 
to Christ. 


Not that they do not sing, dance 
and laugh. Quite the contrary, as 
they so simply told me: ‘‘There is 
a place for everything and every- 
thing has its place.’’ And this 
current meeting was distinctly a 
serious one. They were heatedly 
discussing various techniques and 
various people, and tryingg to find 
out just what went with whom. 

I was there as an observer. At 
the time I was travelling in HKurope 
as an accredited foreign corres- 
pondent of our American Catholic 
magazine, THE SIGN; my assign- 
ment, to. survey Catholic Action 
in various HBuropean countries. I 
had started with Belgium, for it 
was the home of the great and 
saintly Abbe Cardijn, the founder 
of the J.0.C. movement. Incident- 
ally, we in America group all his 
youth organizations into ome, the 
J.0.C., which means Jeunesse 
Ouvriere Catolique (Catholic 
Working Youth). But the Abbe 
himself groups them much better, 
according to their state in life, 
as it were. There are the J.A.C. 
Jeunesse Agricole Catolique, the 
J.I.C. Jeunesse Independante 
Catolique, the J.E.C. — Jeunesse 
Etudiante Catolique. These togetn- 
er with the J.0O.C. really do in- 
clude all the youth of HBuropean 
countries and Latin America, as 
well as French Canada. 


As I listened to the discussion 
of this particular Cell Group that 
I had come to observe, I found 
that a sense of astonishment, al- 
most bewilderment was slowly 
growing within me. Here were 
young people, all in their teens. 
All were factory workers, most 
of whom did not have more than 
a grade school education, and who 
though only apprentices to their 
various trades, had a long ten- 
hour working day, which started 
at 6 a.m. 

Yet, they spoke with ease about 
St. Thomas Aquinas and theology. 
They seemed absolutely at home 
talking about the social implica- 
tions of the Gospel of Christ. 
Quotations. from various Eincycli- 
cals came naturally and- easily 
from their young lips. Their free 
time, such as it was, seemed to 


be completely given over to cor-. 


poral and spiritual works of 
mercy. How did they do it? How 
did their health stand it? What 
did they do for amusement and 
recreation? All these questions 
cried for am answer. So I asked. 
A strange silence filled the room. 
‘Courteously, but quite~ evidently 
astonished, they answered almost 
in unison—‘‘But, Madame ... WE 





GO TO DAILY MASS!” 





My mind busy with computa- 
tions almost reeled. The factory 
whistle blew at 6 a.m. If they were 
late, they were fined. To get to 
their place of work, for the 
majority must surely take 15 to 
30 minutes. : 

DAILY MASS? At what hour, 
and what of breakfast? 

Questions tumbled from my 
eager lips. Answers were given 
just as quickly. And slowly the 
picture of CATHOLIC ACTION 
AND ITS WHOLE MEANING 
unfolded itself before me. Yes, 
they arise at 4:30; hear Mass at 
5 a.m.; are on their way to work 
right after it. Breakfast?. Oh, 
they either skip it or eat a roll 
with some water. It does not really 
matter. Yes, they work 8 to 10 
hours. 








They spend their free time visit- 
ing jails, rescuing youngsters like 
themselves talking to some, 
arguing with others. They also 
edit, write, print and distribute 
their various J.O.C. magazines, 
help tired mothers, attend Sundays 
of Recollection, of Studies. 

Fun, recreations? Oh, they have 
Plenty of that among themselves 
amd their friends whom they are 
trying to help. For instance, after 
half a Sunday spent learning the 
Encyclicals, they may have a 
Gance. Right after this meeting 
they were to have some coffee and 
cake amd a songfest. What was 
Madame worried about? Weren't 
they CATHOLIC ACTIONISTS, 
and wasn’t CHRIST WORTH 
GIVING ONE’S LIFE TO? And 
incidentally, it was fun, too... 

As I tried to grasp what was 
being said to me by all these 
eager .young people, tears came 
to my eyes. Here indeed was 
Youth dedicated to Christ, wholly 
so, without a backward glance, 
mot even understanding what I was 
trying to get at. Yes, here was 
the real hope wt the world Se oe 


‘The young girl who stood before 
my desk at Friendship House in 
New York City was charming. 
She was going to a Catholic high 
school im the city, but she had 
a little time on her hands. That 
is, she thought she had, and she 
had just read our article in F.H. 
News. She held in her hand the 
article asking for more volunteers. 
Could we use her? COULD WE! 
With 300 youngsters on our 
hands, a mound of office work, a 
clothing room to straighten out 
- - - OF Course we could! How much 





time could she give us? 
The young lady demurred. Per- 


haps one hour a month. Maybe 
two. She really was busy. There 
was movie night and two sport 
nights a week. She couldn’t come 
Saturday nor Sunday. After all, 
she added, Catholic Action is only 
a part-time affair. There - were 
many other important things in 
a girl’s life. 

Belgium and New York City— 
only an ocean between them, yet 
what a difference! I do not mean 
to imply that American youth are 
slackers, as far as Catholic Action 
is concerned. No, God forbid. I 
love our American youth, It is 
the greatest youth in the world 
for me. In fact, it is the hope of 
the world, as far as I am con- 
cerned, 

But I am worried about us, the 
grownups, the older generation. It 
seems to me we are afraid to ask 
our youth for the greatness which 
I know it can give, the greatness 








it has within itself. We are afraid 
to ask for much... FOR ALL 
. . . and because we are, we get 
little. 
In Europe even before the war, 
heroes were fashioned by a priest 
who was not afraid to ask the 
impossible. For that is what Abbe 
Cardijn did—called youth to the 
apostolate of the seemingly im- 
possible. And to do it he gave 
them ‘but one direction: DAILY 
MASS AND DAILY COMMUN- 
ION. I think that by doing so he 
solved the whole puzzle. The things 
men call impossible are possible 
to God. So, he sent them to the 
novitiate of the Lord — DAILY 
MASS AND DAILY COMMUN- 
ION, where all of us, but above 
all, youth, ‘will learn how to do 
the impossible for Christ's sake. 


What they did over there, we 
can do. I know we can, because 
the youth that come to Friendship 
House, American youth, did it. It 
is worth trying. For it will lead 
us to love with God and make our 
life a glorious adventure with Him, 
clearly understanding that CA- 
THOLIC ACTION IS NOT SOME- 
THING WE DO ONLY... IT IS, 
ABOVE ALL, SOMETHING WE 
ARE ..,. The rest follows. 


A Magic Hour 


After the sun has gone, and 
just the first few stars appear— 
like timid mice in an unguarded 
kitchen—there comes a magic 
hour to Madonna House. It is but 
one of many magic ‘hours in the 
day. Its particular power brings 
us into close communion with old 
friends, and introduces new friends 
to us. J 

It is the hour of reading the 
mail. 

There are always many letters 
to read—sometimes as many as 
thirty—and they come from all 
parts of the world. Some of them 
tell of babies born, of troubles 
faced, of marriages, of deaths. 
Some tell of extraordinary things. 
The two letters below will give 
you an idea of the potency of 
this hour. They are not complete. 
They have been edited for this 
newspaper. But they still have 
magic in them. 

The first.is from Father J. O. 
Murray, O.M.I., and it comes from 
Ceepeecee—which may be code for 
Canadian Pacific Cannery — on 
Vancouver Island, B.C. 

A Priest’s Letter 

“I have been at this outpost of 
humanity for the past two months 
and am not bushed yet. My con- 
gregation consists of Indians, and 
the old white color is of. little 
import to me. We are all God’s 
children. 

















“T’ve got a little shack built on 
piles out on the water. It is 12’ 
x 14,’ However I am able to live 
in it, The church is just another 
shack next to mine, only about 
twice as long. This is a cannery 
set-up. Most of the Indians are 
employed at it. I guess it is typical 
of all canneries along the coast. 
Health conditions are not the 
best among the Indians. We had 
a nurse for them but the company 
took her quarters, so she had to 
pull out. It is too bad. We get 
mail about every eight days. It 
takes the boat about three days 
to get here from Vancouver. We 
are on the west coast of the island 
—about the farthest west you can 
go in Canada.. 

“There are no roads or high- 
ways. Your only means of travel 
is. by boat. I have a little boat 
with a cabin on it. However, just 
ncw, ghe is.badly smashed up. 
Hit a rock a few weeks ago. Hung 
onto the rock for seven hours 
while the boat drifted out to sea. 
My only company was two seals 
that played in the waters below 
the rock. Nearly got washed off 
a few times with the breakers. 
The Pacific was not very peaceful 
that day. About 10.30 at night I 
stripped off and swam for it. A 
fisherman picked me up and gave 
me clothes. Life can be beautiful, 
can’t it? 

“I've got \to cook for myself 
and that is not so good, I never 
did it before. I get the odd meal 
off the Indians. They are not bad 
cooks.” 

A Layman’s Letter 

And the second letter is from 
a friend we have never met, 
Dominic A. Brown, Box 5, North 
Bonneville, Skamania County, 
Washington. Mr. Brown, a Catholic 
convert, has a chapel in his home 
that is a shrine of rosaries, 

“My conversion happened when 
I was a young child,” he says, 
“through my great love for the 
Rosary; and as I grew older and 
my devotion increased, I decided 
that a collection of rosaries would 
form an object of rare art and 
beauty, as well as something of 
great spiritual benefit. I have con- 
tinued to follow this beautiful 
hobby through the years until I 
now have a total of 1,050, which | 
includes many rare chaplets of 
special devotion from the various 
monastic orders of the church in 
all parts of the world.” 

A missionary clinging to a rock 
in the ocean for seven hours— 
probably saying many rosaries, 
without using either fingers or 
beads—and a layman surrounded 
by strings of beads that have 
known so many holy fingers! You 
see what we mean by magic? 

Letters—maybe you'd like to 
write to each of these two friends. 


‘ oO 


THE B’s CORNER 





(Continued from Page Two) 


Every Catholic should have 
a small but select library of 
good Catholic books. True 
they are expensive. (If Ca- 
tholics bought more books 
they would not be.) But with 
a little judicious penance 
one still could easily afford 
this spiritual and intellectual 
necessity. Why not start 
now? 
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